THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
breast, and heard a faint groan burst from her lips    He
signed to her to open the window, and removed his rifle "
from his shoulder.  She threw the window wide open.
" Quieter! How are you ? Don't open the door, I'll
come through the window/' he whispered.
He stood on the ledge of the house wall. Her bare arms
caught him around the neck. They trembled and quivered
against his shoulders so much, did those dear, precious
arms, that their trembling was communicated to him.
" Ksinia . . . wait . . . take the rifle," he stammered,
whispering almost inaudibly.
He wanted to embrace her ; but she dropped heavily
on her knees before him, put her arms around his legs,
and pressed her face to his wet greatcoat. All her body
shook with suppressed sobs. He lifted her, seated her on
the bench. Leaning against him, hiding her face on his
chest, she was silent, shuddering again and again, and with
her teeth biting the lapel of his greatcoat to stifle her
sobbing and to avoid wakening the children.
Evidently she also, strong as she was, had been broken
with suffering.  Evidently her life  also  had been  bitter
during these past months.  He stroked the hair fallen about
her back, stroked her brow, burning and wet with sweat.
He let her weep her fill, then asked .
" Are the children alive and well ? jy
" Yes."
" And Dunia ? "
" Dunia to^ . . . Alive . . . and well. . . ."
" Is Mikhail at home !   But wait a bit !  Do stop crying,
my shirt's all wet with your tears . . . Ksinia !  My darling,
that's enough.  There's no time for* tears, time's short. . . .
Is Mikhail at home ? "
Aksinia wiped her face, and pressed Gregor's cheeks with
her wet palms. Smiling through her tears, not removing
her eyes from her beloved, she said quietly:
" I won't any more. ... I shan't cry any more. . . .
Mikhail's not in Tatarsk, he's been at Vieshenskaior the past
two months, serving in some military force. Come and
look at the children. Oh, we weren't expecting you and we
never hoped. . , ."
Mishatka and Poliushka were sleeping on the bed, their
arms and legs flung out. Gregor bent over them, stood